i8o        THE THINGS WE ARE

me now. The only thing that seems to me
to matter is goodness. We have to be good,
somehow. If we're that, it doesn't seem to
matter what else we are. Besides, that's hard
enough to take up all one's time."

" Yes/' she said doubtfully. " I suppose
that's true. But perhaps you need some one
to help you to be good. God makes it easier."

" Too easy, perhaps/' he said.

They were at the gate. " Let me take the
bag, please ; it's heavy/' He hitched the
reins round the gate-post and followed her
up the long, winding path. There were half-
grown shrubs and bare blank spaces in the
garden beds* The new inhabitant had not
mastered them yet. And it was still, with
the tyrannous enfolding quiet of a Sunday
evening. Their own steps seemed a timid
violation; the only confident noise was the
impatient movement of the wheels when
Gipsy fidgeted.

" Thank you very much." She took a key
from her purse. He put down her bag on the
green veranda, wondering that no one opened
to her,

" Are you staying here a long while ? "

she said, holding the door ajar by the key.

"I haven't even thought of going yet."